138                       SILENT IS IHE VISTULA
She looked quite like a large porcelain doll, and I had a flitting temptation to press her in the middle and see whether she would not speak in a doll's monotone, "Mam-ma, mam-ma/* Kret stood there startled, he did not expect Ela to look like a Dresden doll. But most amusing was YanosiL I had never seen him scared before but he looked it now. He did not quite know how to behave, was "it" breakable or not, and what did one do about "it** He stood there uncertainly, like a dog wagging his tail, and stared at Ek in dumb admiration. I could see that for that little girl Yanosik would be sure to bring twice as many tomatoes from the Germans* vegetable garden and twice as many shirts from the burnt-out houses in the enemy's backyard and snatch a few of God's bright stars for good measure from under the German curtain of fire.
We gave her something to eat and she told us a little about herself. She was almost twenty. She had been swimming ever since she could remember walking Surrounded by our admiration, she sat there calmly, a little guardedly I thought, but without displaying any self-consciousness. There was not a trace of affectation in her manner. She swallowed the kst morsel, blew her nose in a crumpled tiny handkerchief, smoothed her overalls, and said it was fame to go.
We watched her disappear behind the barricade on Drewniana Street with Lieutenant Kret, who was trotting humbly beside her.
I never saw her again.
It was no longer safe for Barbarka to sleep upstairs, even in the back room. The walls of my apartment began to look more and more like a sieve, the windowpanes were shattered and several of my books, in the quiet of the bookcase, were destroyed by German bullets. The moment came when something had to be done about it